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Late 1995. A super short speculation into an alternate world where those impressive hickeys on James\' neck in 


Fan Can 2 were a certain someone\'s doing. For my partner in fictional homoerotic crimes, as usual. 


‘Big night last night? 


Kirk's eyes swam with glee as James lowered himself into the padded seat of the limo, head still pounding after 
the previous night's efforts. He thought of the warm body back in his hotel room, of soft hair and sleepy 
eyes, and felt a pang in his chest. He desperately wished he could be back there. But no, duty called. Private 
jets called. Festivals called. The fucking Arctic called James wondered, not for the first time, when this had 
become his life. 


‘Was she any good? 


‘Huh?' James remembered where he was. His eyes swung back towards his giggling guitarist as the door next 
to him opened and Lars clambered in, dark glasses hiding undeniably bloodshot eyes. 


‘The fucking hickeys on your neck, man! Looks like she tried to eat you: 


James snuck a glance towards Lars, curled up in the corner of the limo. He was staring out the window, the 


picture of indifference, but James could tell he was listening. 

He cleared his throat. ‘Yeah. She - uh, that person - they were great: 

As the limo pulled away from the kerb images of last night swam through his mind. Dark whispers and soft 
moans, the sweet sting of teeth in his neck and lips against his throat as he immersed himself in the warmth 


of another body. He shifted in his seat again, his jeans uncomfortably snug. 


James' fingers drifted to the dark purple bruises on his neck, pressing slightly. ‘Liked to mark her territory 
though: 


Oh, Lars was definitely listening now. Out of the corner of his eye James could see the tips of his ears turning 


pink even as he stared resolutely out the window. 

Kirk just laughed, dark eyes filled with a knowing gleam. ‘They always do, man. They always do: 

They rode in silence until they reached the airport, Kirk scrambling out of the limo to placate an undeniably 
pissed-off Jason already waiting on the tarmac. It was just the two of them now, cocooned behind the tinted 


glass. 


James watched as Lars removed his sunglasses and trailed a finger along the upholstery, still not meeting his 


eyes. 

‘So. ‘She! was good, huh?! 

James grinned. Sulking, jealous Lars was one of the more pleasing things in life. ‘Best there is. 

Lars shot him his best wounded look, moving swiftly across the seat to wrap a hand around James’ neck and 
press hard against the bite marks there. Bite marks of his own doing. He smirked as James winced slightly 


under the pressure. ‘She' was certainly enjoying the payback. 


James found his head pulled down towards another, his mouth met with Lars' own as the other man growled 


against his lips. 


‘You better fucking believe it: 


